They began to talk, to each other and to me
alternately, with a quick and clumsy gaiety, like a fair
barker who is trying to attract a crowd or a hypnotist
who is fighting to drown his patient's will.

"She's a pretty little girl, isn't she ? A little bit
less of her and she'd just disappear. Ill say Aunt Sarah
would be all over her."

"Sure, so would mother and the kids. You been
slaving away at your desk all day, little miss ? You
want more than a cup of tea after that to keep up your
strength. Don't want to fade away, do you ?**

We were at the door by now. They had
annoxinced their names as Len and Sol and discovered
that mine was Sheila. On the pavement, Len clapped
his hand to his head as if struck by a sudden idea.
Wouldn't I come back with them to their home in
Hoxton, he asked, where I could have a real meal a&d
meet their family and join a jolly party ? I looked at
the two and their mauve suits absently and decided I
disliked them. As absently, I said yes again.

Len hailed a taxi with the air of an investor mak-
ing the plunge that may bring him a fortune. He and
Sol sat on either side of me, each holding a hand. They
said little now, as men whose work is done, except for
an occasional exclamation that we were nearly there or
how the family would like me. If I had any feeling,
it was one of relief that they had stopped talking. The
cab dropped us at a dingy front door in a back street.
There was no light in any of the windows. A fumbling
key let us into a darkened hall. Len threw open another
door and lit a match. A hissing gas jet revealed a
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